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Malfleurisment 1 


Some here are metric, 

Others are syllabic. 

Not all of them rhyme 

Nor your time all waste. 

Each tends to some form: 

Those true to a norm, 

Some very much freer than Monsieur 
C. Baudelaire set down, drunk. 


Sonnet CCXXIX (E. 10 th St.) 


Sometimes regrettable, the writing of sonnets. 
One weighs the rhythm, the form and the rhyme. 
Love is lamentable - now there's a subject - 
Volta or no, and where should we place it?* 
Each ph(r)ase a spasm, some norm in its prime. 
Invent, then, a new conformation; 

Give vent, then, to wild inspiration 
Extracting the losses mined from memory. 
Lines... Make the fourteenth a palpitation 
In line with Petrarch: a re-creation. ["Oh...] 

So summer's chasm hath too short a climb” 
Accords this trope, crazed on the face of it. 

But break these bonds and lose death's aspect. 
Erase! Re-run the reel, s'il tu plait, in real time. 
*(Thus 'tis impossible, to pen you this sonnet.) 


1. (Five feet in one’s mouth) 


Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day 
Or would you rather it be Gilles de Rais? 

Shall I compare thee to a sparkling pink, 

A sweet wine at a mild mid-summer fete? 

Thou hast more bubbly sparkle, I do think, 
Than most the drier imports; that’s the bet. 
Shall I compare thee to a micro-chip? 

Or should we bother mouthing words so flip? 
The test, I say, this present day: to write 
Some lines that sing sans angst or doom 
And rest the reader day and night. All right, 
All right. To pass this world, and all its gloom, 
Ignore the fact - excuse the jerks we are - 
Re-cork the wine and meet me at the bar. 


2. (Big Screen Freeware Conference, Klondike Bar, Quebec) 

“The hot on the floor ain’t naught but a whore!” 

Said Dangerous A. I. McGrew; 

“And the next revolution in her evolution 
Can be seen in this CGI screw. 

So, friends and neighbors... s’il vous plait, attendez.” 

Well, what he said there musta hit hard some nerve, 

Coz the interface of anatomechanical verve 
Actuated ev’ry swelling implant and curve 
O’er that what a cyborg cowboy’s hands swerve’d. 

« Hein, quelle qu’il fait... s’il vous plait, repetez ! » 

“Hell no, it’s gettin’ late and the next round’s on me. 

Beer tender! Another depth charge for my friend here, 

And one more for me, once I’m done takin’ a pee.” 

(Reckon this last line makes ‘bout fourteen or damn near.) 



3. (Morning newspaper, digital edition) 


Between many things, we find no connection whatsoever, 

Nor any shadow upon equations and syllogisms - 
Nothing to obscure or compromise our clinical vision, 

Our calculus of assimilated empiricism. 

But oh, the romance, of these pragmatic past three centuries: 

The severe contest ‘twixt intelligence, which presses forward, 

And an unworthy, timid ignorance that obstructs our progress. 

Oh, Promethean sentiment, economical of phrase! - 
Brave at the outset of colonization and human rights, 

Before the foul air, the poisoned water and clear-cut forest, 

The strip mines and malls, the melting icecaps, the mushroom-like clouds. 
Still, each has a smart phone and wide screen; and some, off-shore havens. 

(And now. . . to wrap it up with a couplet:) 

So, bravely go: seek new worlds where we might replay our progress; 
Continue this severe contest, lest humanity should regress. 


4. (From John Lennon to Julia Kristeva) 


We temporize and partition our brains (that’s a truism); 

Prioritize diversity yet destroy complexity 

And hobble prancing tongues with bureaucratic euphemism, 

Dead on arrival: our polysyllabic prolixity. 

Or - oh systematic quest of desire! - ceaselessly fleeing 

The twisted braid of cause-effect and thought (naggingly freeing) 

Beset by abjection - vortex of summons and repulsion - 

Reset as abstraction. Your cortex: site of an implosion 

From the outside, exorbitant inside, ejected beyond 

The possible, where / say this just to reach you, Julia.. . 

(Infinitely ground down in homologous, Crystal-Eve sound. 

Illisible. Yet one writes this just to reach you, Julia.) 

. . .and begin composing a Rorschach , of course, 

By appropriating this exquisite corpse. 



5. (Racing Thoughts No. 4) 


C’est le jeu plus adictif du monde entier : 
Counting millions of sleep-deprived addicts; 

And Le Monde has suggested we join the fray, 
Mounting zillions of mad erg-matic clicks. 
Northrup Frye’s critique cycles round again, 

As maidens in breastplates stand in for us 
Ersatz samurais - surhommes a les trousses. 

To the breach! Outta reach? Reboot, play again! 
Flat, Manga- shadowed, Keane-eyes’d 
Androgynes of implacable Gothic visage 
And streaming hair, fetishized, pixelized, 
Globalized, on a digital barren rivage. 

Wow! Deploy Interactive Heroic Mode! 

Now! Enjoy introjective cephalic code. 


6. (Racing Thoughts No. 3) 

Oh, the Germanic Queen of England descends from Genghis Khan; 
The Davidic Line through Solomon flows on in Ethiops; 

And descendants of Merovech who trace themselves to Satan 
Got nothin’ on you, my man - or me - or other blueblood fops. 

Our ancient chain of DNA saws the Amazonia, 

Makes sure no drop from Colorado wends its way to Baja; 

Yet runs with Muiras through the calles of Pamplonia, 

While tracing back to Bay of Bengal’s old Aryan raja. 

It filters down. On the other hand, some attitudes spring 
Of quite particular maladjustments or imbalances 
In psycho-socio chemistry. Here, theory’s the thing. 

While this capsule adjusts electro-chemical valances. 

Not human nature, nor primeval stain, these our oddities, 

As greed, desire, and fear remain bankable commodities. 



7. (Racing Thoughts No. 2) 


To disburse millions on some art-kitsch della Robia, 

Or diversify: Big Pharma and The Digital Cloud? 

Esthetic, economic, and moral choice - all the same 
In this enlightened age of bobo dreams and robotics 
In which the Zeitgeist is absolute relativite 
En finir avec la femme et l’homme - tout §a a dire 
Nous-meme - in our dance with Thanatos - nos proclivite 
Depuis il y a deux cents vingt-huit ans. Voila, Monsieur. 

We assign our discordance to newly-coined phobia; 

And adapt to surveillance and the police-cordoned crowd; 

As juristic persons and group tours make each place the same. 
Hey! Life is good, at some level of prescription narcotics. 

Ah, liberte! The absolute freedom of sound-bite thought... 
Etfraternite (sans the reign of terror that it wrought). 


8. (Racing Thoughts No. 1) 

“Just cease to consider the Bakken Formation, 

And offset statistics of falling production. 

The geo-potential of Permian basin 
Is lately apparent, all our optimists say. 

Experts think it could produce more barrels per day 
Than Arabia.” Venture moneymen should grin. 

Electronic swaps of debit and credit - no trouble. 

“This boom will crash the ceiling before the cycle seizes. 

Still, you’d best move all yields to offshore banks ere the bubble 
Bursts” - and the hoi-polloi are left to pick up the pieces 
While billionaires are sore reduced to welfare for the rich 
Under tighter fiscal controls with deregulation. 

Is there an ethic or standard except the double. . . 

Or just untaxed liquidity, ere bursts the bubble? 



9. (Adult Education) 


Next week’s dissemination of data 
Will fix the number of exo-planets 
In our solar system ‘til the update 
Due the following week. And this outline 
Of descent for dinosaurs demonstrates 
That most everything you thought you knew 
And were taught to be true is not, in fact. 

Oh, and the hirsute, brutish, club-wielding 
Neanderthals were all skilled lace-makers 
When they weren’t cavorting with more advanced 
Cro-Magnons and Sapiens who prove that 
Meghan Merkle was right to tell the press: 

'Ethnic ’ly ambiguous' can be hard. 

And, uh, whatever you think, that’s not it. 


10. (Observance on the 10 th of May) 

In Paris, France they’ve recognized the tardy abolition 
Of an ancient, worldwide, infamously queer institution: 

The same praxis that permitted pharaoh Ramses to boast 
That he was Great, while those who built his monument, at most, 
Were expendable ants, members of a lower caste or phylum. 

The words of Ozymand were carved ere Jubalo stabbed Hiram 
(Who has his avengers, as do the workers long since pharaoh, 
Locked in a long struggle, the frat network versus the demos). 
Bloodlust, power, and bottomless greed; historical sorrow 
With stakes still the same: fortune, fame, and towers to make a mark 
That spears jagged skylines - blue and red beacons o’er the dark 
Abysmal canyons - concrete today, Ultra- lite tomorrow. 

Master, landlord, employer; else slave, tenant, and employee 
With sweatshop guard and window barred. So, what is it to be free? 



11. (Spear Shaking) 


Consider well the burden. Major Power, 

Bearing it all in the dank of the Warrior Room, 
Protector of the world in darkest hour, 

Playing it out to the edge of our deadly doom. 

No faint heart here, nor second guess at all, 

Nothing that’s faint or slightly pale or shaken, 

Nothing to gainsay data, when mistaken, 

Just Cold War logic up and down the hall. 
Contingency plans, like dancing in the dark, 

Can be tripped, or flipped, or even fly apart. 
Complacently, if the bite is worse than the bark, 

Stand down (bets are off). Review Sun Tzu’s The Art. 
Oh, for a dirt mound to stand on, as all dogs eat dog; 
Lest it’s a quagmire to sink in, some slog in a bog. 


12. (Racing Thoughts No. -3) 

Such sureness of purpose, program, project and policy 
That port-paroles display! I must admit 
I lack it. I could not stand before a polity 
And fake it; yet they deceive, as mobs permit. 

We find, on either side of each divide, 

Among the branded beasts of pack or herd 
(Among the wolves or sheep on which they prey), 

A thought unique to each, a binding precept: 

The viewpoint opposite will end in idiocy 
That leads us all astray! Who would submit 
Or back it? No reprimand of formal purity 
Can shake it. What they conceive will not remit. 

Of course, our difference, so intractable, 

Can be resolved - if only you be tractable. 



13. (Racing Thoughts No. -4) 


So passive, it’s aggressive. One could wish to bring it down: 

The Wifi matrix and its infrastructure, 

The cybernetic screens at intersections, 

The massively mindless, depressive scheiss in town. 

Progressive? No, oppressive. It assaults us here and there: 

A gaudy billboard, blazon pinkly shrill... 

The endless Muzak... makes us want to kill, 

Impassively, all our fellows, ev’rywhere. 

Invasive and pervasive. (Someone wants the birds to drown 
In audio-visual sewage.) The global prefecture 
Of Economic Man, sans all reflection, 

Repressively soulless, transmits no other sound. 

It is incremental, iterative, with nothing to reproach 
Our experimental, imperative, data-driven approach. 

[Could not get to the thought itself. This isn't it. Rewrite forthcoming.] 


14. (Public sentiment) 

Listen. Your concern is bourgeois grief. 

The private life is dead for any man 
With any manhood. (That, in 1917. 

A hundred years since then, it’s any citizen.) 
Social forums - web-logs, Twitter, Facebook - 
Have done what purist -isms failed to do: 

Brought all in line, on-line; encroaching lives, 
Discursive thought, le mesure et demesure 
Chez l’homme et sa revolte. But then, 

This WiFi noosphere has bread and circus; 
Thumbs up, thumbs down, as fiat makes us Nero, 
The only democrat in ancient Rome. 

How things change. The genius of the crowd. 
How things change. The tyrant of the crowd. 



15. (En marche) 

Reform or lack of it. Ruses both, we find. 

The highest office means a mandate for raking 
The cream off all one can, and/or disrupt 
The commonweal; and so the ball doth bounce. 

So turn your back on it. Leave the mess behind. 

This fetid world is not of your own making. 

Although you’ve done your best to muck things up, 

Your smallish contribution barely counts. 

But then, the mess is cumulative. If governments 
Were landfills not comprised of us, ourselves, 

And our corruption garbage in black bags, 

Then this twist-tied trope would not end in an absurdly footless distortion. 
The highest, rankest mound of trash, with all. 

Began our landfill - and that, by single haul. 


16. (Keith and kin after forty years) 

To scorn the world and never change your mind, 
As rain and concert sounds from Koln surround 
The day and waft the room, is willfulness. 

It becomes incumbent, don’t you think, 

To shut out graceful phrases, aural spaces, 

Leaps of ninths and tenths, staccato and 
Glissando - all tracery of trills and pound 
Of pedal - even vocal joie de vivre. 

Ecstatic homage, eclectic melange, pensive 
By turns - first minimal, then maximal, and 
Rubrics be damned. Hear that? He got the blues. 
The four notes fade. At last, we turn to news, 
Where we hear a Euro choir’s rendition: 

(Care to dance?) La^MarieMcute' tn (German. 


17. (Post) 


It’s sad, so soon the world intrudes itself, 

And bad we cannot close it off a while - 
Drop the sash (it lock) and draw the drape 
Across the mortal mess beyond our pane. 

Still worse, no last embrace could carry us 
Until the draggy din resounds no longer 
(As if the day may come for such surcease, 
And this verse-monger flow with liquid lines). 
Pardon. Perforce you take your leave of me, 
While I take leave of you. Yet still we lie 
Enlaced of leg and arm - a moment more? - 
Before the world intrudes, without reserve, 
With old responsibilities. Again. 


18. (All Souls Day) 

Your fragrant chestnut hair, with gray beneath, 
Is where my face would bury all the day, 
Unless between your breasts I find my way 
To vagrant’s rest and fair. You may bequeath 
A tender smile, to push all care aside, 

Or murmur some small nothing in my ear 
To melt the harden’d wax - allay the fear - 
Then offer open arms, your thighs astride - 
A spreading tree, a dwelling in the boughs 
Where I reside ‘til gaffe and lie and tort 
And debt and many old offense - that sort - 
All fade away, along with broken vows. 

C’est tu meme me re§ois, ma chere amie, 

Et moi qui me reprends a ton abri. 



19. (Ancien coup de fou) 


Her lips. Their fervent press set stars afire - 
Her pressing breast evoked such firm desire. . . 

All hollows, swells and lengths of leg, to me 
Were freely given. If not from tender love, 

Then what? Frustration, affection and need, perhaps? 
These thoughts return across the years, alas, 

To spread her hair upon the midnight grass. 

A moment more, the snare-drum heart sets traps, 

The mind recoils, its nudge becomes a shove 
That topples all; while I, no longer free, 

Recall a vow once made, and then perspire - 
Resolve, remorse, regret - do these inspire 
A cavalier? who true, would not, alas, 

Pull back, double-track or repeat, alas. 


20. (In re) 

Your youthful promise, soon betrayed, seems green 
Today - a pledge from vernal days resounding 
Down the corridors of memory, 

Whose echo haunts a moonless night 
In dreams of barren trees, so often seen 
With melting Salvadors, the fire abounding, 
Turning green to red-bone flummery - 
Mere nonsense - ‘til the morning light, 

When rationality accuses you 

Of faithless breach that changes bones to blue 

As images resolve to what is true: 

No calumny is there; it’s down to you. 

Now what can head and heart retain of best 
Intentions brought to naught for next to nothing? 



21 . (...) 


Spring it was for me, for you high summer. 

Your face. Those eyes. My eyes that turned away. 
In haze, a beacon gaze - the sun pierced through 
A passing cloud, as though its light would play 
At leisure on the hills, upon the fields, or 
Skip a smooth-faced stone across the water. 

The air was sweeter then, the sky still blue. 

Where we lay, they’ll throw up tract homes; later, 
A strip mall - walls of glass reflecting sky or 
A parking lot, depending on the day 
And mood, if it’s not good - and thought of you, 
Your face. . . those eyes ... the images, I say, 

Bring a tear to see this asphalt bummer 
Cling the earth; yet more, recall your summer. 


22. (On this first day of the rest of your life) 

It’s reveille. The rooster ‘cross the road 
(My neighbor’s fighting cock, the little dear) 
Calls out to rouse oneself ( “Get up, you toad, 
Begin the day! ”) - with coffee or a beer? 

No longer is my breakfast quite the same 
As former fare (Swiss museli, toast and egg). 
Just now, it’s pizza from last night, or jam 
And yoghurt over Fritos, half a bag. 

Another meal at noontide, cooking nothing. 
Once luncheon’s done, a man of savoir faire 
Might shower, shave, and comb his hair, 

Then dress himself to go out and do something. 
But I don’t want to do that, so I won’t - 
Not that things which matter really don’t. 



23. (Five ‘til 6 shave) 


That stranger in the mirror cannot be me; 

I recognize the visage not at all. 

Moqueur. He looks at me as at a farce, 

While I would have him shove it up his arse. 

His smile at me, my mediocrity 
To patronize, as I cannot forestall 
Critique of limping lines I know he’ll parse 
But pass begrudgingly (“ Manque d’art, 

Poseur! One more iambic club-foot failure.”) 

I know, I know, I know, I know, I know. 

Why can’t he overlook, or let it go? 

But one’s the scoffer, one’s the jester (railleurs), 
And trouble is: one expects much less of me 
Than one of me, pale reflection that he be. 


24. (College de Sociologie 1937-9) 

To be Novalis or Napoleon 
(S’agit le poete ou I’homme a cheval) 

Was never Hegel’s form of Hamlet’s question; 
Alex Kojeve posed it. That’s all. 

After this suggestion, 

George Bataille’s association 
Birthed the Acephale. 

A sacrifice, as recreation, 

Sealed his Bund against binary logic 
And propitiation. 

To Kojeve he opposed the anagogic 
Heterogenation : 

Ni Marxiste, ni Fasciste. Pas Surrealiste. 

And Kojeve’s last man? Hegelian Capitalist. 



25. (Elevator) 


“You know, if I may say, 

It seems to me, although 
I hardly know you well, 

That you’re the passive type. . . 

Unless, of course, you’re Buddhist.” 
[Now my turn to speak:] 

“Both assumptions may be wrong. 

All depends upon the day 
And on the buttons pushed. You see, 
Today a monk might throw you out 
A window from the seventh floor.” 

The bloated salesman smiled: 

“There’s something timeless ‘bout you.” 
I bowed to that: “And you.” 
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[Attn: Pedants] - n. Anglicized form of the formerly non-existent French neologism malfleurissement. 


